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For us, and for our Tragedy, 
Here ſtooping to your Clemency, 
We beg your Hearing patiently. 
SHAKESPEAR, : 
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E—— V——, ESQUIRE. 


Dear Sin, 


WEN I conſulted your opinion on a little poetical 
ſtricture I publiſhed in a Morning Paper, in conſequence 
of ſome late def picable dramatic productions, you encou- 
raged me to extend my plan. You ſuggeſted, however, 
that the popular miſtake of accommodating literary com- - 
poſitions to the fooliſh refinements and reigning prejudices 


of the times, was by no means confined to the Theatres ; 
but that writings of every caſt were tinctured with that ſer- 
vile obedience to a ſpecious and capricious taſte, which muſt 
ever diſgrace the character of the Muſes, and ſubject their 
| a 5 freedom 


(8) 


freedom to ſuſpicion, © I ſincerely reſpect your judgment, 
and ſhall be always thankful for its aſſiſtance. The Stage, | 


Sir, I remember, you particularly remarked, in its preſent 


abje& and declining ſituation, can never anſwer any rational 
purpoſe of national reformation and inſtruction for which 
it was originally inſtituted, while every indiſcriminate and 
- unwarrantable ſacrifice is made to harmony of numbers, ex- 
travagant bombaſt, and florid declamation. Scenes judi- 
_ ciouſly drawn from Nature (you obſerved) will always inte- 

reſt the heart, as Philoſophy awakens the underſtanding : 
but you inſiſted, that our modern Drama had neither Na- | 
ture nor Philoſophy to ſupport it; that found and glare 
were at preſent the predominating diſtinctions, and that no 
cenſure on its many abſurdities could be abſolutely unpar- 
donable, while the romantic infipidities of the Opera were 
ſervilely imitated on one hand, and the gingerbread frippe- 
ries of the booths of Bartholomew ſtupidly adopted on the 


other. 


On theſe FRY Sir I have treated the Stage with 
freedom, An abler writer would have given achilciensd 


CRE "wg paoignancy 


(64) 
poignancy to the fatire of chis little piece; but no pen can 
be greatly at a loſs, where the field for - criticiſm is ſo ex- 
tenſive and luxuriant, the inconſiſtencies it attempts to ex- 
pole 4 general terms ſo numerous and glaring, and the 
errors of Dramatic Writers fo richly deſerving the ſevereſt 


Rot Sa 


I departing, Sir, f from the lite I originally preſcribed 
myſelf, 1 have taken fome freedom with literary characters 
ina ſeparate line. I cannot be perſuaded, however, that 
| my exceptions to their miſtakes betray either a ſingularity | 
of ſentiment or a confinement of underſtanding. Men of 
the moſt indiſputable judgment have always condemned 
every Pudied, affected ſacrifice to mode, both in ſpeaking 
and writing; and I conceive it muſt be generally admitted, 
the two characters I have particularly diſtinguiſhed in my 
Temple of Clbacina, labour under many ridiculous confine- 
ments of that nature. A Senator who engages to ſerve a 
people, has great and extenſive obligations. If fuch a man 
conſults the temporary entertainment of his hearers at the 
expence of. fincerity and duty, there are views in which he 

muſt 


4 
muſt be Nm "RP" a traitor to his * in ſpite of all flat- | 
tering diſguiſes. And if an Author of eminence indulges 


a pedantic prejudice * a mechanical ſtile, in preference to 
natural argument and liberal inveſtigation, he may be charged 
with neglectłing the credit of the ſchools, if his formality does 
not diſgrace it. Reſpecting any licence I may have taken 
with an empty treatiſe on Education, or the works of Infi- 
dels and Sceptics, I appeal to the majority of mankind for 


their countenance and proteRtion ; and} remain, 


| 8 1 R, 
Your affeflimate and faithful 
Friend. and Servant, | 
The A U THOR. 


Colchefier, zoth Marth, 1775. 


P. S. I begin my Play at the Vth Act, becauſe I find it 
faſhionable to make the four firſt Ads of no — 
at all. | 


wh 
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AUTHOR and MANAGER. 
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AUTHOR, 


H Oping, good Sir, your honour likes the Play 


L left laſt month, I humbly wait to-day. 
Some Critics ſay my plan's immenſely fine? 
You read the piece? ES 
Ma NAG ER, 

| No, dam'me, not à line. 
Think what I've felt who read your vile Addreſs : 
Say what Ive done to merit ſuch diftireſs ? 
Dull as Divines who preach to empty pews, 
Tou torture Senſe, and maſſacre the Muſe ; 
Oppreſs my nerves, and diſcompoſe my brain: 
Friend, I beſeech thee, take thy piece again. 

b | 


vi 


| Sooner ſhall Muxphy write with Shakeſpeare's pen, 


PR O L o 8 U E. 


pod N= 


The bench of Biſhops vote lite bone nen, 
Declaiming Patriots ſeek to ſave the land, . 
Than Wits peruſe vile plays by Dunces plann d. 


Sir, uf your piece was wrote by claſſic rules, 


Tho' cold as ice 'twould paſs ſome critic ſchools ;— 
But then ſo quaint your Title-Page appears — 
Here, take it back, and ſave my chandeliers *: 
Such gods as are with beans and bacon "m6 
Would keep a dreadful pother over head ;” 
And damn the Play before the ſecond ſcene, 


Tho Aldridge datic'd an Allemande between. 


AUTHOR. 
Indeed, great Sir, I firive to pleaſe the town 
With all that leads to profit and renown. 


A March and Tempeſt raiſe my ſcenes m turn, 


A Dirge, a Ghoſt, an Altar and an Urn. . 
Can fine deſcription make the Critics roar ? 
I've a ſea-beach where ſurges laſh the ſhore. 

The pale moon riding thro' the ſadden'd . 

Will make men clap who know no reaſon why, 

Then ſhield me, ſhield me with a patron's wing, 

Be vag my goddeſe; Sh my raving ling: 


®* Engliſh pronunciation. 


Lee 


1 

1 
8” 

Ef 

5] 

7. 

1 

"$1 

L 

* f 
4 
H 
0 

: 


PR OL © G 1 E. 


Let drums and fifes precede my dread chie-flools, 
It rans nine nights my judgment to a pit 
MANAGER. 

Thou think ft, perhaps, becauſe I condeſeend 
To curſe thy Play, TI hear theeprate, my friend? 
No—-ceaſe thy jargon—2Zounds! I'll bear no more: 
This is my houſe, and that, Sir,that's the door. 
Sir, hace you take ſuch unbecoming airs, 
And doubt my taſte, Tll ſhew you to the ſtairs : 
Sooner than let fuch half-ftarv'd wits preſcribe, 
Tal write myſelf, and ruin all your tribe. 
Sir—no excuſe, but leave me while thou'rt wells 
Hence to thy hut, and ſhrink within thy ſhell : 
And mark my words ; if benceforth from this day, 


Thou dar'fl, raſh man, inſult me with thy Play, 


Theugh all the Bards of Greece and Rome conſpire 
To teach thy Muſe ſome juſt dramatic fire, 

Boldly Tll act a part which none ſhall blame; 
Grop—rro. it bus and daſh it to the flame. 


AUTHOR. 


Sir, let me beg one word before I go, 


0 dals (hit u 


MANAGER. 
I tell thee, fellow, no. 


Vit 


Plat 


| Plead thus again, T'l cruſo thee with a frown . 
Tyhe man withdrew, and thus . the town. 
« Ladies and Gentlemen, | 5 

« When Senſe and Nature yield to Epic ſong, , 

« That man's awake who dreams the flage is wrong. 

r JV hen drums and turbans, entry and glare, | Ty 
& Transform each proud jack-pudding to a play r; | 

« When wild grimace and barbarous ſtarts controul 

« Each graceful art that once could win the ſoul; U. 
Let Satire firike——aſſert her ſcourging pen, 

And ſtrive to laugh ſuch Monſters into Men. 


CLOACINA. 
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ACT 'V SEN I 


The curtain draws and diſcovers COMMON SENSE in a languid. 
drooping poſture, ſupported by NATURE and PHILOSOPHY. 


* COMMON SENSE. 
FAIVE, give me hartſhorn, quickly cut my ſtays; 
I'm fick, I'm faint, I'm ſtabb'd by modern plays. 
Expell'd the Stage, the Pulpit and the Bar, 
Taſte broke my heart, and chain'd me to her car; 
Taſte taught the world to treat my name with ſcorn ; = 
For taſte I wander'd, deſolate, forlorn : | 
O'er deſart wilds, bleak hills, and mountains bare, 
© Sought bitter bread, and found a ſcanty ſhare 
Endur'd contempt, and poverty and pain, 
Nay begg'd an alms, yet bow'd my knees in vain. 
Firſt I implor'd relief from ſound divines, 
Critics who praiſe fat beef and dainty chines : 
They gravely ſhook their heads—then ſtrok'd their bands, 
And wiſh'd me much ſucceſs in foreign lands: | 
Aſk'd if 1 built my fame on claſſic ground ? 1 
Confeſs d their doubts, and left me as they found. 
Next I beſought the ſages of the law; 
They read my caſe, and pointed out the flaw; 


B 1 Declar'd 


* CLOACIN A, 


Declar'd their pious zeal for pounds and pence, 

And frankly told me, Caſh was Common Senſe. 

My third rebuke 'tis needleſs to declare, : 
You felt my fate, and wept my fortune there : 
Tortur'd by bards ho trade in tragic rhime, 
Down—down I fink, and periſh in my prime. 

To diſtant times let weeping Nature tell, 

„ I lov'd her once, not wiſely, but too well.” 
Preferr'd her charms to all the pompous lore 

The ſchools preſcribe, and ſchool-taught men adore; 
But falſe refinement, barbarous arts, controul'd, 

And Common Senſe was mix'd with common mould. 
What have I felt from ev'ry claſſic clown ! 


Jokngen found ſaves, and Stanko-pe knock'd me down. | 


Dramatic wits then ſmote me thick and thin, 
And left me thus a victim to their fin. 
Awhile my ſhade muſt linger here below, 
To findif Muy *« knock'd ſo hard or no.” 
Awhile my ſhade muſt ſuffer grief in heav'n, 
To think poor Hg#-le can never be forgiv'n. 


P H ILOSOPH Y. 
Tho' frantic ſcribes have dragg'd thee from thy throne, 

Tho! CLoacina hears their vows alone, 
Do not, with ſighs and ſobs, and black deſpair, 

Give to the howling winds thy ſcatter d hair. 

My deep reſearches ſome relief may find, 

Balm for thy wounds, and phyſick for thy mind. 
Is thy pulſe faint, and languiſhing and low ? 

Damp ſheets will make thy fine ſecretions flow. 
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'CALHOTA? CATONTAD 3 
Are thy bones rack'd, thy nerves oppreſs'd with pain? 
One drunken fillip brings thee round again. ps 


As ſome great Sage, when ſeas in tempeſts boil, 
Calms their hoarſe thunders with a guart of oil. 


Enter POETRY in Charns, clad in compleat Steel; the GRACES with 
watchmens great coats and leather doublets, following at a diſtance. 


NATURE and COMMON SENSE ſtart back, and wring therr 
hands in an agony of ſorrow. 


FE 
Ah wretched | Goht, my friend oppreſs d with chains! 
Then all is loſt, and CLoAcIx A reigns. 
Is it for this, my dear, much-injur'd maid, 
You left the hermit's grot and ſylvan ſhade? | 
Is it for this you ſought the fields of fame, | 
To weep in bonds, * tinge your cheek with ſhame ? 


as wax SE A 
1 wak'd thee once at dewy dawn, 
Reclin'd in myrtle bowers ; 


Led thy ſweet flocks along the lawn, 
And gave thee all my flowers. is 


You gather'd my roſes in ſpring, 
In ſummer you danc'd in my ray; 
And the Graces of autumn would Jing 
When winter had ſwept them away. 


Now taſte and refinement contend 
To ſeduce with each plaufible plea, 


But you never ſhall find ſuch a friend, 
Nor fo faithful a miſtreſt as me. 


1. | | My 


y ſedgy banks and fairy ſtreams, 


8 That prompt ſuch ſoft poetic dreams, - 


In woods and vales retir d; 
At eve my fweetly ſolemn calls, 
Near cloifter'd cells and abbey- wallt, 
Thy gentle breaſt inſpir'd. 


2 . far from buſy towns, 
The ſheep-bells on the diftant duns 
Would charm thy raviſh'd ear; 
The rock, the rill, the hoarſe caſcade, 
The ſunny bill, and falent glade, 
Would draw thy 0 near. 


Smit. with the charms of ſeatter'd farms, 
The wild notes of the ſpray, | 
Tn ev'ry mead you tun'd the reed, 
And frolick'd life away. 
At length I miſs'd thy fytvan ſong, 
And mourn i thy transformation long, 
Thro' each declining age; | 
Then heard thy muſe ſupply'd the ſtalls, 
Hung up her harp on Bedlam walls, 
And died upon the Stage. 


POETRY. 


2 


| Who mock my woes, and kill me with their pen; 
Then ſhould I ſleep with all the gentle train, 
Who lov'd my laws, and dignify'd my reign: 
Then ſhould I fear no ills from ſavage foes, 
Who bind in verſe, and execute in proſe ; | _ 
Like ſpecious B ke, who talks without defign, 


4 c LO AC IN A. 


Would I were dead, and free from ſavage men, 


As Indians paint, becauſe their tints are fine; 


Like 
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o LO AOIN A. . 


Like Guildhall wits, 1 take rank weeds for flowers, 
Spell ſome wild phraſe, and marvel at their powers. 
» Since taſte firſt flouriſh'd, all my charms decay 'd, 
I chang'd my name, and liv'd in Maſquerade. 
Arm'd cap a-pie with pond'rous ſwords and ſhields, 
Fierce as bold Knights who ſtalk thro' Bunhill-fields, - 
This nodding plume in martial pomp ſurrounds 
My glitt'ring helm, that weighs a dozen pounds, 


as 
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' Dazzles the crowd, and makes the children ſtare, 
While old wives bellow—Lord, how fine you are ! 
In wintry nights I paſs my dread campaigns 
Midſt fire and tempeſts, thunderbolts and chains; 
In rumbling verſe am oft obliged to tell, 
How fields were loſt, and heroes went to hell : 
But then ,my rhimes in ſofter accents flow, 

They leave the light, they ſeek the ſhades below. 
Quench'd the warm heart, eclips'd the brilliant brain, 

hey bite the earth, they ſtrew th' enſanguin'd plain, 

Heave their laſt ſigh, compleat their mortal ſands, 
Viſit grim Styx, or hail th' Elyſian lands; 

In act the firſt are decently interr'd 
To raiſe the plot, and riſe again the third : 
E'en authors thus can cheat old Charon's wherry, 
And bring the ſcoundrels back alive and merry. 
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suppoſe king Pontus (underſtand me right) 
Suppoſe king Pontus ſwears by Jove he'll fight; 
Suppoſe king Pontus is in battle ſlain, : . 
I call king Pontus back to life again; 
Then the war rages, then the potlids roar, 
He's up ! he's down !- he e ſeims along the floor ; 
C | 


6 ONO A-C INA. 
Then martial tumults rend the vaulted ſies, 

And thus he falls, and then he dizezs—be dies ! 

As ſome large jack, entangled with his bait, 

Darts down the wave, and firuggles with his fate, 
Convuls'd with pain» awhile he ſtands at bay, 
Then tarts, and pants, and gently fades away. 


Sharp are my pangs, and dreadful is the purge, 
When long proceſſions_introduce the dirge ; 
When queens ſo chaſte and veſtals of renown, 
Who hold their favours cheap at half a crown, 
Sing pious ſtrains around ſome mournful bier, 
What would I give that not a ſoul could hear ? 
What would I give to ſee my tyrants dine 
On muſty ſteaks, and drink infefnal wine; 
Converſe with Hottentots, and ſhave with Jews, 
Act their own plays, which actors all refuſe, 
Chaunt their baſe ſongs with bunters round St. Paul's, 
Keep ſome blind ſhop, and paſte them to the walls; 
With plays and ballads mend their fractured panes, 
And ſcrawl in dungeons, while I droop in chains f 


In antient times, each actor would regard | 
Dramatic works, and ſtrive to pleaſe the bard. 
Now, fad reverſe ! when firſt I ſhew. my head, 
One's fick abroad, and t'other's ſick in bed: 
This begs excuſe, and vows he cannot play ; 
That finds his genius lies another way ; | 
Proteſts each ſcene can entertain and teach, 
But then the rhime is much above his reach ; 
So chaſte, fo rich, ſo ſoft, and ſo ſublime, 
He'd gladly play ſome part, ſome future time, 


WE "v5 
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Such 
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Such is my ſhame, my torture, my diſgrace, 

From ſlaves I feed—the dull dramatic race; 

Who feaſt on Shakeſpeare's bright immortal dreams, 
As inſets flouriſh in the ſolar beams. 

In health great Shakeſpeare pays their taylor's bills, 
Supplies the ſick with gallipots and pills; 

Redeems their pawns, or pays the ſurgeon's fee, 
From ſpunging bailiffs ſets the captives free ; 
When drunk, will kindly treat them with a whore, 
Ingrateful atoms! can a bard do more? 


His wealth I gave him, gave without controul, 

To charm the heart, and animate the ſoul ; 
Subdue the paſſions with a maſter's ſkill, 
Conduct bright fancy up th' eternal hill, 

Direct the path fair Science loves to ſoar, 

And fix his fame till time ſhall be no more. 
Then Sen/e and Nature lov'd my tuneful laws, 
Then fair Philoſophy would plead my cauſe ; 
His genuine works like Scripture-truths are plann'd, 
Who runs may read, who reads muſt underſtand ; 
His works great Nature and the Nine adorn'd, 

But Shakeſpeare ſleeps, and Poetry is ſcorn'd. 

Now venal bards ſubvert my firſt deſign, 

Debaſe the mule as vintners daſh their wine; 

With ſounds ſeduce a taſte-corrupted age, | 

And build a brothel, where they ſink a ſtage. 

As Sen left his Charter He to ſhade 

Merchants diſtreſs'd, and gentlemen decay'd, 

Now turn'd to duſt can diſregard their tears, 

And feed the pimps of proſtituted peers, 


\ » 


0 ein A. 


4 : | 
NATURE. 
Ill fare the man, if ſuch a man there be, 
Who robs the generous, and enſlaves the free; 


Steals from the muſe a mercenary ſong, 

And drags in chains the fetter'd line along. | 

Ne'er ſhall her ſmiles his clay-cold boſom fill, 4 

Ne'er ſhall her ſmiles inform his venal quill, ; 

Nor ruſtic ſong, nor proud heroic ſtrain, 

Shall bleſs the bard who ſadly fings for gain, 

The day ſhall dawn, the lark ſalute the ſpring, 
High noon advance, and groves and vallies ring; 7 

At ev'ning ſhade the blackbirds notes prevail, f 

The bird of night ſhall chear the lonely dale; 

Nor morn, nor noon, nor night, ſhall charm the ſwain, 

Shall bleſs the bard who ſadly ſings for gain. 

Long have I mourn'd th' accumulated ills 

You feel from moonſhine verſe, and ſavage trills ; 


From dull deſcriptions, ſpiritleſs and dry, 

The pale moon riding through the ſadden'd ſky ; 
The ſea-girt rocks, where foaming ſurges roar, 
To walh the ſhells and pebbles of the ſhore ; 

But when the ſea-fowls ſcream diſcordant ſtrains, 
I'm cut with grief, and murder'd to the brains. 


COMMON SENSE. 
Farewel to all that charms and mends the heart ; 
This night, my friends, we part, for ever part, 
Weapons more fatal far than ſwords and guns © 2 

Diſpatch my ſhade—dread CLoacina's ſons ! | 
PL On. : | This 


- 


e n U enn . 


This night ſhe counſels with her dark divan, 

And ere to-morrow's dawn compleats her plan ; 
That all who bend before her filthy ſhrine, 

Shall write like men who boaſt a right divine ; 
That all whoſe works het liberal praiſes ſing, 

Shall write like men, who write like any thing. 
I faint I fall — ſupport me to a chair— | 
Take this laſt igh—and—cloſe my eyes with care: 
When dead and bury'd, bear me ſtill in mind. 


& L To 
Oh grief of griefs! we will not ſtay behind. 


S S . - 


A tumultuous Aſſembly of Conſpirators F all Orders, Senators » Law- 


yers, Divines, Authors of many Denominations, and little Wits 
without Number, all caballing together. A vacant Throne erected 


for the Goddeſs, who riſes from a Trap-Door in an unſeemly Condi- 


| tion, amidſt a formidable Body-Guard of Night-Men, with Links, 


Chamber-pots, and other Emblems of Dignity. 


Aſter Silence is proclaimed thrice, a ANOPEPOSES barangues 


as follows : e 


„beg leave to lay before this reſpectable, thrice honourable, 
« thrice elegant, and thrice graceful Aſſembly, a compleat Syſtem 
« of Education to qualify a gentleman for a court, whom no haber- 
« daſher will truſt behind his counter.” | 


[ Here STANOPEPOSES conſults that amiable equilibrium of po- 
ſition which Corporal Trim preferred when reading the Sermon 
to Dr. Slop and Mr. Shandy; and thus proceeds.) | 


.D | | Dread 


10 CB OA CITN . 

Dread firs, —'tis thus I--teach--the--world--in--proſe ; * 
Young man of wiſdom--=never pick thy noſe: 
Nor hope to find thro' life propitious gales, 
Unleſs thou cleanſe thy teeth--and clip thy nails. 
| Important truths for poliſh'd wits to know, 
That __ will periſh, and that nails will grow. 
| - [ALL. Excellent ! excellent ! 
'Tis ſtrange to think what learned 3 Tve run, | 
To find ſound maxims for  trav'lling fon : 
1 taught the boy this grand, immortal creed, 
When lips are greaſy, wipe them while you feed ; 
With taſte ſublime, O waſh thy filthy face; 
And learn the graces with a graceful grace. 


CH OR U S. 
Goddeſs ! hear this ſupplant pray'r,, 
Take four volumes to thy care; | | 
Paper's ſoft as need to be, * ; 
Worthy him, and worthy thee. 


1 taught my ſon to keep one foot before, 

And one behind, when bowing to a W—e; 

To mind his ſink was not too quick, too ſlow, 

Too long--too ſhort--too high--nor yet too low ; ; 

lALL. Fine! marvelouſly ns 1 

To bend his body in a graceful line, | 

To dance, to dreſs, to drink, and to deſign. 

My ſon, ſaid I, be crafty as a knave, | >. 

Cringe like a fool, and flatter like a flave ; 

_- Conſult applauſe by mean, diſgraceful arts ;. 

Neglect all principle to ſhew your parts; | 
Careſs. 
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Careſs the poliſh'd, ſpurn the vulgar race, 
A learn the ves with a graceful grace. 


[4 general applauſe, clapping bands, rattling of Hieb. Kc. 


e 
Godle / bear this ſuppliant prayr, 


Take four volumes to thy care ; 
Books from common ſenſe ſo free, 
Worthy him, and worthy thee. 


I teach my boy in theſe perſuaſive ſtrains, 

% Renounce your feelings, and confound your brains: 
« If Cer you valu'd maxims wrote by me, | 

« Don't be a man, but only ſeem to be, 


To ſacred taſte religiouſly attend 


« The wiſe are born for that important end: 

« Externals only make a man divine; 

«« Dreſs like a duke, and like a duke you'll ſhine. 

« Taſte makes the courtier grace the poliſh'd ſphere, 
« Taſte makes a puppy equal to a peer: 

To Taſte alone let Goſpel - truths give e 
And learn the graces with a graceful grace. 


CC H OR U.S, 
Goddeſs ! hear this ſuppliant pray r, 
Take four volumes to thy care ; 
Volumes, all the wiſe agree, 
TROP pale and eee thee. 


STANOPEPOSIS {ts down, and the volumes are laid in 1 great tate 


* the altar. 
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32 ee. e riſes, An univerſal © hear him! hear bim! 


hear him!“ 
Admit, great Queen, a paucity of words 


J 


On three grand ſubjeas,--men--and beaſts, --and birds, 


From one, who left a cultivated clime 
For * lands--and thus employ d his time. 
I[ALL. Go , go it, gout. 
Zounds! blood and An raſcals ! what d' ye mean? 
The firſt who ſhouts ſhall witneſs to my ſpleen; ; 


Til knock him down, by all the gods below, 


And gods above ſhall juſtify the blow. 

Theſe ſonorous thunders, heterogeneous firs, - 
May, and muſt ſtagger deep philoſophers ; 
But ſtiil my mind is erudite and clear, 

And thus I publiſh each refin'd idea. 


"= warmth of period, native genius "WAP ; 


I love ſhort ſtops---and ſtrit mechanic lines; 


Sharp as the thorn, and blooming as the roſe, 
High as the Alps, and frigid as the ſnows; 


Firm as a rock, tranſparent as a ſpring, 


Chaſte as a maid, and perfect as a king; 

Bright as the day, and dazzling as the ſan, 

sweet as a tart, and ſpicey as a bun; 

Fierce as a lion, bold as any bear, 

Ripe as a plumb, and mellow as a pear. 

Thus much premis'd, proceed we to our tour; 

The /and was barren—as the foul was poor; 

Men wanted meat, and cattle wanted hay, 

Birds wanted rooſts, and fo they fled away. 

| tHe fits down with much b flennity 

"W BUS. 
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BUSKEBUSBO comes forward. fl. F. A. 
BVUSRKE BVS BO. 
Thrice happy he whoſe roſy- finger d hours 
Glide in cool grots and aromatic bowers; 95 
The vulture care ſhall ne er corrode his breaſt, 
Nor green-ey'd jealouſy his dreams infeſt ; 
Nor envy wet her ſharp, envenom'd dart, 
Nor pallid fear debilitate his heart ; 
Nor dark deſpair provide infernal chains, 
Nor canker'd malice give tormenting pains; | 
But tranquil hope ſhall all his thoughts ſupply, 1 
And dancing joy anticipate the ſky, [A general laugh. 
Sir, Mr. Speaker, gentlemen may laugh, | 
I'll not regard it—I'm too wiſe by half: 
And, Sir, IT ſay, what old Dan Shakeſpeare ſung, 
« Let gall'd jades wince, my withers are unwrung.” 
[The laugh increaſe 
Sir, fools may jeer—but wits deſpiſe them all, - | 
As ſome large dogs make water on the ſmall, 
Some members, Sir, give ſly, ſatyrick wipes, 
As boys funk coblers with tobacco pipes ; 
But, Sir, I heed ſuch envious foes no more 
Than drunkards reck'nings round an alehouſe door: 
As ſome fat butcher, bred in Leadenhall, 
Whoſe galligaſkins ſerve for ſlate and all, 
Scores on the greaſe the profits of his trade, 
Then wipes the uncouth cyphers into ſhade. [ An intolerable roar. 
Sir, Mr. Speaker, men may ſmile and ſmile, ar 1 
Yet dread my wit, and tremble at my ſtile; 14 - oe. 
ki 1%, 5 E nh a As 
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As Felix trembled at the ſpeech of Paul 
Whoſe ſound oration play d the deuce and all. 


Ye laugh at truths ye have not ſenſe to feel; 


Yet know, Achilles had a mortal heel ; 

And David's pebble\laid Goliath low, | 

Who laugh'd to ſcorn the threat'nings of the foe. 
Have you not read how pigmy giants ſtrove, 


With impious aim, to ſcale the walls of Jove ? 


Have ye not read (ye muſt have read it oft) 

How Satan's legions tumbled from aloft ? 

Have ye not read, that ſtrength o'er craft prevails, 
That Sampſon's bruſh wood fing'd the foxes tails ? 


Have ye not read, 70 bring my periods ſquare, 
Sampſon got /hav'd, and periſh'd in deſpair ? 


Thus kings are cruſh'd, and miniſters are ſhav'd, 
Who hurt the ſtate, and have not well behav'd; 
Who fink a nation with aſſiduous zeal, | 

Who ſhare the plunder of the common-weal ; 
Who yet negle& the patriot's pious pray'r, 

To pawn his foul—and triumph in a ſhare. 

Who takes a place, Sir, ought to go to hell, 
When private penſions ſuit a flave as well. 

But, Sir, I'm free from all ſuch venal fin : 

Sir, I'll keep out—'till, Sir, I'm taken in; 

And teach the crowd who love to hear me talk, 
Men of ſound wiſdom chooſe the private walk; 
That private walk, where ſhouting crowds appear, 


And ſweaty nightcaps taint the atmoſphere ; 


That private walk which leads to public fame, 
When patriots turn to duſt, from whence they came. 
[Here his voice is drowned, and he fits down in a paſſion. 
| Nw 
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Now TRAGEDY in the Charatter of CATHERINE CODFISH, Gf. 
raving to the extent of her lg, puts the aſſembly into the moſt ter- 


rible confuſion. | 
CATHERINE CODFISH. 


"You men and gods ſhall witneſs to my woe ; 
My voice ſhall ride upon the whirlwind's blaſt, 
And talk with ſtars that lend immortal light 
To high Olympus' brow. O night! dark night! 
Eclipſe this earth with one eternal ſhade ; 
Drive back the ſun with deſolation's frown, 
And daſh out all his beams. Come, death; come, hell; 
Let bellowing grief aſſiſt the howling winds, 
And direful ſhrieks at midnight's ſun ral hour 
Infeſt the troubled air. Hags, mount your brooms; 3 
Ghoſts, quit your clay- cold ſhrouds : Infernal ſprites, 
Attend my tale of blood and civil broil, 
Theſe eyes beheld it; theſe tempeſtuous eyes 
Hung lowring o'er the ſcene, and ſhar'd the fate 
Of war. Where Thames' back ſtream in ſtinking ſtate 
Salutes the muddy ſhore; the water- nymphs 
Have fix'd their court, and Billingſgate's its name. 
There Mars in triumph drives his fiery car! 
There mutton fiſts in furious combat join! 
There drunken wh—<s engage with harpy claws, 
| While deſolation reigns. Queens with ſhort pipes, 
Who ſmoke Virginia's plant, and quaff the juice 
Of Calvert's malt, or Britiſh gin imbibe, 
With oaths obſcene, and ſhrill diſcordant pipes, 
And martial ſounds promote the general fray. 
Now bloody noſes ſtream with ſanguine floods, 
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And now black eyes unite with bloated gills, 

And livid cheeks, and treſſes tiff with gore, 

To call deformity with all her ſnakes _” BY: 

To fancy's mental eye. Moll Mackrell fell 1 
Beneath th Herculean fiſt of Kitty Carp, | _ 

While Sukey Salmon dealt her blows about, 

And drove two W eb from Philly Flounder's jaw. 

Then Patty Plaice drove headlong on the foe, 

Plumpt Dolly Dab o'er Sukey Salmon's ſtall, 

And gnaſh'd her teeth with rage. Not Sally Soal, 

With all her might, could quell the dreadful ſtorm. 

Witneſs, ye Gods, how many fought and fell, 

Laid their opponents flat, and pegg d them well; 

What blows and bruiſes, kicks and cuffs prevail'd, 

'Tilb ſtrength was weatied, and till day-light fail'd: 

Then gin and beer, and ſmutty jokes went round, 

And all the battle ceas'd; and ev'ry care was drown'd. 


- COMEDY bunt into an borſe-laugh. * 


Odds bottles and glaſſes, odds piſtols and powder, 
Let me firſt laugh myſelf, and tbe crowd will laugh louder. 
Zounds! damn it, Col nel, curſe my cloth you'll win ber, ( She ſwears, 

And virtuous worth can earn à daily dinner. | [She preaches. 
[She ſobs as if ber beart ws breaking, and CLOACINA gives 
orders to 295 ber out of the aſſembly. 


[Now every thing PER th rumaltuous, many © FO ſpeaking rute 


I riſe to ſpeak .I firſt addreſs'd the chair 
5 « Hip! hallo, waiter, bring ſome capillaire”— 


| I * : — „ . „ Madam, 


c L oO ACIN A 
« Madam, I'll write large books in time to come 
« Ma' am, I ſtand forth to prove a vacuum. — 
« What phantom's that 
[The ghoſt of Common Sent riſes in the midſt of them. 
Good heav'n forgive our {ins ! 
te Tt moves! it ſpeaks! hark! hark ! it now begins.” 


COMMON SENSE. 
Bethink ye, ſcoundrels, of your crimes, 
Moſt vile of all offences ; 

Ye ſtabb'd me many thouſand times 
By murd'ring Moods and Tenſes. 


I'm ComMon Sener, ye ſtupid dogs; 
Why ſtand ye thus affrighted, 

Like monkiſh drones, and learned logs, 
Or Gothic ſlaves benighted? 


The filthy goddeſs you adore, 
| Delights * Apollo; 
But tho! ſhe ſent my ſhade before, 
All, all your works ſhall follow. 


{Exeunt omnes in direful confuſion, tumbling over each other, ſeat- 
tering wigs, tearing ruffles, demoliſhing upper garments, ſhouting, 
raving, ſcreaming, kicking, ſhoving, elbowing, &c. &c. amidſt 
the ſmoke and thunderings of CLoAcina's throne, which enve> 
lopes the whole aſſembly. 
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Enter APPLECARTIBUS, weeprrg. 
Ah woe is me! no tears can now avail! | 


+ 4 


In vain my ſighs are wafted on the gale! | 
Thro' ſtreets and lanes in vain my voice I try; 
Fain would I ſell my fruit, but none will buy. T 
Who can deſcribe a wretched maiden's caſe | 
Who paint the ſorrows of her fallen face! 
Who with waſte paper ſhall ſupply her ſtall, 
Since CroacixA now engroſſes all? 
There was a time (ye liſt ning gods draw near, 
Attend a tale © that knows nor. art nor fear”) 
When wit and wiſdom flouriſh'd in their prime, 
For clean waſte paper, gods, there was a time! 
„ Then Plays and Poems all my wants ſupply'd, 
Within this barrow would young Ammon ride; 
Old Clytus ſelf, with martial fifes and drums, 
Would lend a leaf to fortify my plumbs. 
Yes, happy days! in all the pomp of ſtorm, 
F | | Dread Dionyſius kept my codlings warm. 
= When ſummer's ſun to diſtant climes retires, 
= Great Teribazus kindly lit my fires. 


Heroes and demi-gods my cabbage boibd, 
Dryden and Lee in fun' ral ſtate were pil d, N 
Apollo clapp'd his hands, and Shakeſpeare's ſpirit ſmird. 


Enter MAGGOTMONGOROS, in a paſſion. 

Where ſhall I hide me ? whither ſhall I run, 
For cart-rope, poiſon, piſtol, ſword or gun? | 
. | Around 
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Around this globe, this congregated ball, ; 
Let thunders rattle, red-hot lightnings fall; 
Be pole and centre in one ruin hurl'd, 
And ſhadowy darkneſs ſackcloth all the world. 
Then may no ray of ſilver light be ſeen 
To lead the fairy revels o'er the green, 
To call the ſportſman to the early chace, 
To wake the warblings of the fſeather'd race, 
To teach the little fiſhes how to ſwim, 
Since man's unbleſt, be all as curſt as him. 
And as for me, by Jove's brown beard I ſwear, 
TN ſtamp, and rant, and kick, and fling, and ſtare; 
From morn till night I'll ſing ſome direful ſtrain, 
'Till clean waſte paper's plentiful again, 
Like ſome tall ſteeple rock'd with tempeſts dire, 
As high as Sarum's pinnacle, or higher ; | 
When winds and clouds, and hail, and rain, and ſnow, 
Knock down the chimneys, lay the pantiles low ; . 
Or like ſome mount with flames internal torn, 
Too ſtrong, too fierce, too mighty to be borne ; 

Like all theſe things my breaſt muſt writhe in pain, 
Till clean waſte paper's plentiful again. 
- Curs'd be the goddeſs, CLoacina nam'd, | 

She ſeiz d the plays which Hoe le and n fram'd; 
What learned tribes bow down beneath her yoke! 
See H=g-me and Mx on her altars ſmoke / 
Een B—te himſelf, ſweet bard, of pious ſkill, 
Adores her ſhrine, and worſhips with good will. 
In days of yore, reflection: ſtill can pleaſe, 
Dramatic writers wrap'd my rotten cheeſe; 


I | My 


Lo 


= 
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My bacon ſlices greas d each learned line, 

My rank ſalt butter taught bein ſcenes to ſhine / 8 1 
But, ſad reverſe! thoſe happy times are o'er, | 
Cheeſe, bacon, butter, now in vain implore 
For plays to wrap them round, as heretofore. - 


Enter SAUSAGESTIS. 


A pair of bellows, a charcoal ban, a link of hog puddings, . in 
| A. Jolemn proceſſion. 
SAUSA G E STIS. 
Why 10 ye wander far from houſe and home 3 
. 
To weep the fate of dullneſs and of Rome: 
We weep to think our trickling tears deſcend, 
Without—or guide—or: counſellor—or friend. 
Adown our cheeks faſt flow the dewy drops, 


% 


Becauſe we want waſte paper in our ſhops, 
Becauſe our plays nine nights can rant and roar, 
Then ſink to reſt, and cram the common ſhore. 
SAUSAGESTIS. 
Hear me, ſweet friends, your ears awhile incline, 


Share all my griefs, and mingle tears with mine. 
= Since cold December rul'd with iron ſway, 
| | Faſt barr'd the floods, and bid their currents ſtay, 
With froſty finger check'd the rough caſcade, 
And ſcatter'd bleak winds thro the ſylvan glade ; 
On ev'ry cottage, barn, and houſe and land, 
Bid bluſt'ring Boreas take his nightly ſtand : 
Since theſe events, my nights have paſs'd in pain, 
And till ſhall paſs, 'till Sol returns again. 


C ro N 


In 8 a wrinkled manſion ſtands, 

Whoſe age denotes it rear'd by antient Nds 

Near which I once (compell'd by famine's call) 

In wintry days long kept a ſauſage ſtall. 

There in ſweet peace I fed the vagrant clans, 

There louſy beggars lick'd my greaſy pans. 

The minſtrel quaint who plays in low degree, 

Would reſt his wooden leg, and dine with me. 

When ev'ning ſhadows veil'd the face of things, 

My fine black puddings fed dramatic kings : 

Clear paper lanterns which the ſtage ſupply'd, 

Shed a kind gleam to light me while I fry'd. 

For me great bards ſublimeſt plays would write, 

My farthing candles brought theic works to light; 
My farthing candles ſhew'd the path to fame, 

| Warm'd their cold thoughts, and taught them how to flame. 
Oft have I read (may heav'n forgive the crime) 

With tranſport read of Queens who died in rhyme ; 
Oft have I read (with ſpeRacles on noſe) 

Of bouncing blades, who cut and thruſt in proſe; | 
Men who could dance a march, with ſword and ſhield, 
And drive plain Engliſh frighten'd from the field, +4 
Thrice happy times! (and thrice forlorn my lot, 

To feel thoſe times can never be forgot) 

When learned wits could wintry nights prolong, 
And ev'ry ſtall grew brighter for the ſong. . 

Now CLoAcina (ſtrange tyrannic days) 

Claims ev'ry leaf of all our modern plays: 

Extends her ſceptre o'er the realms of wit, 


And ſends each page to darkneſs and the pit. 
0 
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The weeping muſe, with weighty woes o'ercome, 
Confines her favours to the Critic's bum: 

As ſome large fiſhes ſwallow up the ſmall, 

Dread CLoacina thus engrofles all. 


Enter abo Ai A B 
A long proceſſion following; Authors in black coats 3 a Wigs, 


e and two; Stage darkened; many obſtreperous exple ions bebind 
the ſcenes ; ſulemn muſick, &c. | 


er A. 
Avaunt, I ſay; avaunt, ye mongrels vile, a 

Or this right hand ſhall ſcourge ye rank and file. ; 
Ye think, perhaps, ye baſe infernal crew, 
Ye make me mad; but curſe me if ye do. 
By all the thunders of my dread cloſe-ſtool, | 
I'll make ye read the play of Maſter H—, 
And gripe ye all with ſtrong convulſive throws, 
If once compell'd to claſs ye with my foes. 
Ingrateful ſlaves! own CLoacina's kind, 
Tho' much ſhe takes, how much is left behind 1 
Have J not left (nay doubt it if ye dare) 
Have I not left the ſpeeches of a Mayr? 
He's my dear fon, and one ſcarce can ſpare; 
Yet, Sirs, accept the genius of a May'r - 
Great thoughts unfiniſh'd, ſmall ones half begun, 
Squib, poem, eſſay, paragraph and pun, 
Refin d epiſtles, wrote in foreign tours; 
Accept all theſe, for theſe, my friends, are yours. 
Nor theſe alone I give. To me belong 
Sweet-ſcented novels, forty thouſand ſtrong ; 
Sermons and travels rear'd beneath my ſmiles, 


And one big ſection of the Weſtern Iſles : 
| f 
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Tho' Hobbs and St. John give my ſoul delight, 
I'll not be raſh, perhaps they are your right. 
| (To APPLECARTIBUS) 
Voltaire's White Bull is your's with all my heart; 
The paper's good, and ſuits an apple carr. 
And as for you /to SAUs8AGEST18) be ſtill black . fry d, 
By ſad ſoft ſermons about SUICIDE. 
They make good lanterns, _ 
|  SAUSAGKSTIA 
Yes, I've try'd a few. 
 CLOACINA 7# Macro 
And, what is more, will hold alt butter too. 
All theſe I grant ye, whereſoe'er ye find, 
Rotting in heaps, or ſcatter d in the wind: 
But if ye raſhly dare provoke my rage, 
By all that ſtinks, an oath both ſound and ſage, 
On my brown altars ev'ry work ſhall glow, 
She ſpake, and ſpeaking ſought the ſhades below. 
CLOACINA deſcends in ſmoke—-a rumbling noiſe as before. 


